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"Your four-legged comrade drags fifty or sixty pounds of load, and lie carries twenty-five or thirty pounds of meat "on the hoof." But killing these faithful fellows who have worked in harness by your side, who lick the hand that is about to smite them, and look up into the murderer's eyes with true dog trustfulness, was the bitterest of all the bitter tilings we had to do. We killed only a half dozen, using a riile, and did the job off a little way from camp, behind a hummock, in a sneaking sort of way, as if we were ashamed of it, as we were.
"Good boys, those dogs. I became very fond of my team, rogues though they were, some of them. Dogs name themselves, and mine bore the cognomens of "The Deacon;1 "The Dandy,;' "The Assassin" (the latter had killed only half a dozen of his brethren the previous winter), "The Lady," "The Fox,'7 "The Judge," and "The Sport." "The Assassin" was the leader, and a noble draft-dog he was. lie pulled just like a mule. His only fault was that lie wanted to be at the head of the proeession all of the time. If put behind, another sledge, he would not "track/9 but cut cross-lots at every turn of the trail, lie broke two sledges in this way in the rough ice, to say nothing of some of my good resolutions. I tried to discipline him by putting him back among the team; but he felt the dis-